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pool to Upware. Him also Elsley hated, because
Naylor looked always as if he was laughing at him,
which indeed he was.

And the worst was, that Elsley had always to face
them both at once. If Wynd vaulted over a gate into
his very face, with a "How de' do, Mr. Vavasour1?
Had any verses this morning 1" in the same tone as
if he had asked, "Had any sport?" Naylor's round
face was sure to look over the stone-wall, pipe in
mouth, with a "Don't disturb the gentleman, Tom;
don't you see he's a composing of his rhymes!"' in a
strong provincial dialect put on for the nonce. In
fact, the two young rogues, having no respect whatso-
ever for genius, perhaps because they had each of
them a little genius of their own, made a butt of the
poet, as soon as they found out that he was afraid of
them.

But worse Utes noirs than either Wynd or Naylor
were on their way to fill up the cup of Elsley's dis-
comfort. And at last, without a note of warning,
appeared in Beddgelert a phenomenon which rejoiced
some hearts, but perturbed also the spirits not only of
the Oxford "philanderers," but those of Elsley Vava-
sour, and, what is more, of Valencia herself.

She was sitting one evening at the window with
Lucia, looking out into the village and the pleasure-
grounds before the hotel. Jhey were both laughing
and chatting over the groups of tourists in their pretty
Irish way, just as they had done when they were girls ;
for Lucia's heart was expanding under the quiet beauty